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Even Natalia intervened in the discussion. Out-shouting
Daria's ringing recitative, she exclaimed :                           H
" If the village is touched we won't stay. Well go on
foot/'
" You fools ! Stupid bitches ! " Pantaleimon roared in a
frenzy, rolling his eyes and involuntarily looking for his-
stick. (t Shut your mouths, you she-devils ! This is a man's
business, and you're poking your noses in. Well, and
supposing we do leave everything and go where our feet
take us ? What shall we do with the cattle ? Put them in our
pockets ? And the hut, too ? "
" You're touched, my girls ! " Ilinichna spiritedly
supported her husband. " You haven't had to work to build
up the farm, and it's easy for you to leave it. But I and the
old man have toiled day and night, and we're not going to
clear out ! " She pressed her lips together and sighed.
" You go, but I'm not moving from here. Better to be killed
on your own threshold than to die under a stranger's
whip."
For a minute there was a general silence. Then Dunia,
who was knitting a stocking, raised her head from her work
and said in a whisper :
" We can drive the cattle with us. ... We needn't stay
behind because of the cattle/'
Again the old man flamed up. Like a stallion kept long
in the stables he stamped his feet, all but falling as he
stumbled over a kid lying by the stove. Halting in front of
Dunia, he roared:
" We'll drive them 1 . . . And the old cow ? What of
her ? Where will you drive her to ? May your sins choke
you ! You foster-child ! You nit! Coddled her and coddled
her, and then we have to listen to that! And the sheep ?
What will you do with the lambs ? You daughter of a bitch !
Better hold your tongue ! "
Gregor glanced sidelong at Piotra, and as in the old days
saw in his brother's eyes a mischievous, quizzical and
simultaneously respectful smile, and noticed the familiar
twitch of his wheaten moustaches. Piotra swiftly winked ;
his body shook with restrained laughter. Joyously Gregor
realised his own desire for laughter, so unfamiliar of recent
years, and he openly laughed deeply and thunderously.
"Well there! Praise be! . . . We Ve teen talking ..."